MR, W. : i should like to hear your side.

WOODLEY : I haven't got one.

MR. W, : Well, what do you propose to do now ?

WOODLEY : You'd better send me to Borstal,

I should think.

MR. W. : Roger, be serious. This isn't a joking

matter.

WOODLEY : Everything is a joking matter . . .
as far as 1 can make out.

MR. W. :  Roger3 won't you tell me what is

the matter ?

WOODLEY : God only knows. Life. Or me. Or

both.

MR.   W. :   You   don't   feel   like   being   more

explicit ?

WOODLEY :   Father,  you've heard   Siinmons's

story. I admit it ... every word of it. Isn't

that enough ?

MR. W. : 1 should like to understand, Roger.

WOODLEY ; I went for them with a knife.
That's all. They were ragging me and I lost
my temper, and I'm a danger to the place.

MR. W. : What were they ragging you about ?
WOODLEY : Never mind. It doesn't matter.
MR. W. : Surely . . . ?
WOODLEY : Oh, nothing. Just ragging.
MR. W. : Roger, I have been talking to Mrs,
Simmons.

WOODLEY : Well, she doesn't know.
MR. W. : Yes, she does. She told me.
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